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A Different Gift 


by Arctic Vulpix 


Summary 


This is a 'What If spin-off of Family In All But Blood that splits after Camilo's fourteenth 
birthday, Chapter 23. 


What if Pedro had his own birthday present to give to his new nieto? 


Notes 


Okay, I have no idea how long this spin-off will be but it will probably be relatively short. 
Hope you guys enjoy! 

This was the other option I considered for the main story, but while I didn't choose it, I still 
love it. 


Birthday Present 


Camilo dropped to sleep quickly after staring at the soft green glow of the glass chameleon 
for a few seconds. It had been a busy, brilliant day and he was genuinely tired. 


He was hoping that he wouldn’t have a nightmare tonight too since it had been such a good 
day. 


He definitely didn’t expect what he did get. 


Camilo blinked around at the unfamiliar area he found himself in. He was standing in ankle- 
deep water and there was a small waterfall behind him. He’d never seen this place before. 


“Hola Cami,” a warm voice said from behind him and he spun around quickly before 
freezing. 


He’d looked at the portrait of Pedro Madrigal in Casita enough times to recognise the man 
when he saw him. 


The fourteen-year-old opened and closed his mouth soundlessly for a moment before gentle 
hands were steering him to sit on a nearby rock. 


The man, spirit? Whatever he was, crouched down in front of Camilo with a soft smile. 
“It’s good to meet you nieto,” he said warmly. 

And just like that, Camilo turned shy. Nieto? He called Camilo his nieto. Like Abuela did. 
“Abuelo?” He asked timidly, ducking his head so that his hair fell over his eyes. 

“Sí,” the man said happily. “That’s me. Happy birthday Camilo.” 

He tilted his head up a little to look at the man a little better, eyes wide. 


“I had to wait all day to give you my present,” Abuelo teased gently and Camilo’s jaw 
dropped. 


What? 


He went still when a warm hand cupped his cheek and stared at the man who looked 
melancholic now. 


“Tt took far too long for you to come home,” he sighed. “Those people never deserved you. I 
wish we could have brought you home much sooner.” 


Camilo blinked the tears away. He’d thought the same thing many times since being taken in 
by his new family. He wished he’d had all fourteen years of his life with them instead of just 
one so far. But he was still infinitely grateful for that one year. For being with them at all. 


“T want to give you a gift tonight Camilo, but only if you want it.” He chuckled softly as he 
ruffled the teen’s hair. “Not my usual Gift either. That comes later.” 


He looked amused when Camilo almost fell off of the rock in shock as he realised what that 
meant. 


“You’re mi nieto,” he said cheerfully. “Mi hija’s nino. Of course you were going to get a Gift. 
When you were ready.” 


“But-” Camilo could barely get the words out. “But I’m- I’m adopted?” 
Abuelo s expression turned a little sad. 


“Blood doesn’t matter mi pequeño camaleón. The magic doesn’t care about blood. It cares 
about love. And let me tell you, the family adores you. The magic is just waiting for when 
you’re ready for it.” 


Camilo tried to blink back the tears again but he didn’t manage it this time and wiped at his 
cheeks frantically. 


He squeaked in surprise when Abuelo stood and pulled him into a hug. “Never listen to what 
the villagers say Cami,” he murmured. “You are a Madrigal. In every way that matters, you 
are Camilo Madrigal.” 


His breathing hitched and he pressed closer into the hug as the man rubbed his back gently. 


“The villagers are just spoiled and throwing a temper tantrum. They like to imagine that the 
magic is some mystical force that protects them.” He chuckled and shook his head as Camilo 
peered up at him in confusion. “It’s a family heirloom. Passed down from generation to 
generation.” He paused. “I should have been more clear about Mirabel,” he admitted 
sheepishly. “I caused trouble I didn’t mean to for mi mariposita.” 


Camilo snorted. Yeah, he did. 


“But apparently you’ve got all the common sense in the Encanto,” he said cheerfully. “And 
you fixed it already.” 


He let go and rested his hands on the teenager’s shoulders, smiling softly. “I’m so proud of 
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you. 
Camilo could have sworn he stopped breathing. 


“You made the family realise a few important things, fixed a few of my mistakes and you’ve 
come out of a horrible childhood still being able to smile.” 


Camilo could feel his cheeks heating at the praise. Even a few months in, he still wasn’t used 
to it. 


“It wasn’t right that they took your childhood and made it frightening,” Abuelo said softly. 


Camilo shrugged weakly. He didn’t like to think about his life before his parents found him. 
That was the past. 


“T’ve got a good home now. And a great family,” he murmured. 
Abuelo hummed in agreement. 

“Tt’s still not right. Which brings me back to your birthday present.” 
Camilo looked up at him quizzically. 


“We are still a magical family, Cami,” Abuelo said with a cheeky smile. “We have a magic 
that raised mountains around us, that handed over control of the world around us to our 
family. The weather, nature, the future itself. These things are a lot bigger than people 
realise.” 


Camilo cocked his head as Abuelo turned him to face the water again. 
“It’s not such a shocking realisation that it can do this too.” 


The teen stared in shock at his reflection. The water around them glowed a faint gold as he 
stared at a toddler version of himself. 


Camilo quickly checked his body but he seemed normal and he looked up at Abuelo again in 
confusion. 


“My birthday present to you is a second childhood Cami,” he said softly and Camilo’s eyes 
widened. “A second chance at the life you should have always had. As a Madrigal. In every 
way.” 

When Camilo looked at his reflection again, he realised what the man meant. It was subtle, 
but there were a couple of changes. His hair was more auburn, the type of curls a little closer 
to his mamis. There was a scattering of freckles across his face and his eyes looked a little 
more green than hazel. 


“Only if you want it,” Abuelo said quietly as Camilo stared at the reflection. “I won’t do it if 
you don’t want it. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to continue life as you are. It would 
change things a little, Antonio would be older than you after all,” He chuckled. “I wouldn’t 
erase your memories, no matter how difficult they are. They’re a part of you and that 
wouldn’t be right. But they would be distant, detached. At least until you reach age fourteen 
again.” 


Camilo tore his gaze away from his reflection, from that possibility, to stare at his Abuelo 
with wide eyes. 


“I could- I could grow up with them?” he asked in a whisper. 


Abuelo nodded, eyes turning a little sad. “You would grow up loved and safe. You’d be three. 
Yov’d still be you, just younger with your memories.” 


“T’d know who mami and papi are?” he asked in a small voice. 


Abuelo nodded immediately. “You wouldn’t forget anyone Cami. But you would be a toddler. 
Not a teenager in a young body. You would be three again. Just with more memories that you 
probably won’t process and understand until you’re older.” 


“T- I-” he reached up to run his hand through his hair, eyes locked on his reflection again. “I 
look-” he bit his lip. 


“If you want this,” Abuelo said softly. “I would remove any and all claim those people could 
ever have over you.” 


“I won’t see them in the mirror?” he asked, nearly inaudible. “P11 look- look more like mami 
and papi?” 


He knew it wasn’t important. Wasn’t what his family cared about. But on his bad days, he 
hated being able to pick out their features in his reflection. The shade of his hair or the shape 
of his eyes... It was still a reminder and he’d long since resigned himself to it. 


But now... 


He could grow up with his new family? Properly? Have more than just his teenage years with 
them? 


His parents could actually raise him in a home filled with love and safety? 


And he wouldn’t resemble Ricardo and Valeria at all? He’d see his actual parents in his 
reflection when he looked? 


He barely noticed the tears running down his cheeks. “What if- what if they don’t want that? 
They’ve already got Antonio-” 


“Cami,” Abuelo cupped his cheeks and wiped his tears away gently. “They will love you no 
matter what you choose. But they would be thrilled with the chance to spend more time with 
you, to know you as a child as well.” 


Camilo wiped at his eyes and sobbed. “I want that,” he whispered. He hadn’t realised he did 
until faced with the possibility. The chance to have a happy childhood with a family that 
loved him. To not have to think wistfully about how his life would have been different. “I 
want that.” 


Abuelo pulled him into a tight hug and rubbed his back soothingly. 


“Then you’ll get it,” he murmured. When Camilo opened his eyes, he found a swarm of 
golden butterflies rushing around them. Abuelo pressed a kiss to his hair and he felt warm as 
he started to get sleepy. 


“Happy birthday Cami,” he whispered before Camilo fell asleep in his arms. “Everything’s 
going to be okay.” 


Pepa and Felix woke with a start just before midnight as Casita shook their bed enough to 
almost throw them out. She didn’t seem upset, more excited, but it still worried them as they 
hurried to the door. 


Was Camilo having another nightmare? They’d hoped he’d be lucky on his birthday. 


The moment they stepped outside, they knew that something had happened. The candle was 
almost blindingly bright and they had to cover their eyes from the light. 


Looking over at Camilo’s room, Pepa blinked in surprise. There was a glowing butterfly on 
the door, right below her hijo 5 name. 


Confused, and pushed on by Casita’s excited nudges, they walked over to the door and 
opened it. 


Pepa almost shrieked when a swarm of golden butterflies rushed out of the room and up into 
the night sky. 


“What on earth?” Felix asked when he finished flailing in shock. 


Pepa had ended up freezing, gripping the door handle and frantically trying to not thunder. 
She didn’t want to wake anyone up. 


The couple glanced at each other once they’d recovered and quickly hurried into the room. 
Nothing seemed out of place. All of Camilo’s things were where they should be and he 
wasn’t on the floor or crying. All they could see of him was a lump under the blankets. 


...A very... small lump. 


Pepa slowly walked over to the bed and hesitantly reached out to tug the blanket down. Her 
breathing hitched as she stared down at the tiny figure curled up around the chameleon toy. 


“Felix,” her voice cracked as she sank to her knees next to the bed, reaching out to brush her 
fingers over the toddler’s cheek. 


It was Camilo. She’d know that in an instant. She would recognise Camilo from a mile away. 


But that meant she also noticed the slight colour change in his hair and the light freckles 
dusting over his cheeks and nose. 


“Oh,” Felix breathed as he stopped next to her, staring down at their hijo in stunned shock as 
well. 


Camilo had just turned fourteen. And now he was a toddler, younger than Antonio by about a 
year if she was right. 


Casita rippled her tiles in a decidedly smug way. 


“How?” Felix whispered, kneeling next to her. 


They were both distracted from their confusion as the little boy stirred, likely at the sound of 
their voices or the soft touch on his cheek. 


Hazel-green eyes blinked open sleepily, decidedly more green than when they last saw them. 
Camilo yawned, tiny hand reaching up to grab Pepa’s. 
“Mami?” he mumbled, blinking slowly at her. 


And suddenly, the how didn’t seem so important. Pepa smiled at him as her heart melted and 
she pulled him close, cuddling the little boy in her arms. 


“Hola Cami,” she whispered, feeling tears burning her eyes. Her hijo was a baby. He looked 
just as adorable as she’d always imagined. 


He nuzzled against her nightdress and yawned again. 

“Gots a present fr’m Abuelo,” he told them sleepily. “Inna dream.” 

Pepa’s breathing hitched and she looked at Felix whose eyes were just as wide as hers. 
“Your Abuelo?” she asked, keeping her voice steady by sheer force of will. 


Camilo hummed and squinted like he was trying to remember. “Grow up wit you,” he said 
after a moment. “With mami and papi. And ‘lores and ‘tonio...” he yawned again and Pepa 
did her best to hide her tears as she processed what he’d said. 


He got to grow up with them? A... a second childhood? 
With them? 


She pressed her face into his hair and drew in a deep, shuddering breath. She could freak out 
about her teenage hijo being a toddler tomorrow. She could worry about how it would affect 
him later. 


For now, all she could do was hold him close and silently thank her papa for this miracle. For 
giving them the chance to give Camilo a happy childhood. 


Felix pulled her close so that he could hug them both, running his fingers through Camilo’s 
hair reverently. 


“Why don’t we go back to our room,” he suggested softly. “You want to sleep with mami and 
papi tonight Cami?” 


Sleepy eyes turned to him and he reached for the bed. “Can Lola come?” he asked hopefully. 
“Of course,” Felix assured him, reaching out to grab the toy and hand it to him. 


Camilo happily cuddled the plushie with one arm while he clung to Pepa’s nightdress with 
the other. 


Pepa couldn’t tear her eyes away from the toddler already falling asleep in her arms as Felix 
guided her back to their room. By the time they were settling into bed again, Camilo was 
already asleep. 


“We’ll need new clothes,” she whispered, plucking lightly at the oversized shirt Camilo was 
sleeping in. 


“And toys,” Felix murmured. “No carving until he’s old enough either.” 

They met each others’ eyes and broke out into grins at the same time. 

“He’s our baby now,” she cooed. “We have another toddler.” 

Felix chuckled and lightly brushed his fingers over Camilo’s cheek. Pepa wasn’t likely to let 
go of the toddler for a long time, happily cuddling him close. And Camilo’s grip on her dress 


was fairly strong even though he was asleep. 


They both stared at their much younger hijo with soft smiles, unable to believe what had just 
happened. 


They were going to make this second childhood of Camilo’s brilliant. They weren’t going to 
waste this chance. 


They didn’t even care about the drama it would bring from the village. And they knew it was 
going to take some adjusting too. 


But if they could make Camilo smile and laugh throughout his second childhood? It would 
all be worth it. 


“Happy birthday Cami,” he whispered after checking that it was still before midnight. 
They were going to catch up on all those missed birthdays too. 


Both parents fell asleep with a smile on their faces, eager for the future and extra years they 
were getting with their now youngest hijo. 


Casita clicked her tiles in satisfaction. That was one of Pedro’s better ideas. She looked 
forward to watching little Cami grow up safely in her walls. 


The future looked bright. 


New Day 


Dolores yawned as she exited her room, Mirabel having woken her up with her usual 
knocking. She cocked her head and did her usual routine of checking where everyone was 
and frowned slightly when she noticed that Camilo wasn’t in his room and instead was with 
their parents. 


Oh no... did he have a nightmare? On his birthday? She’d hoped that he’d have a peaceful 
night for once. 


She hurried over to their room and quietly knocked before opening the door and peering 
inside. Both her parents were already awake, her papá in the shower at the moment. Her 
mama looked up at her and Dolores was alarmed to see tears in her eyes. But she was also 
smiling? 


“Mija,” she murmured softly. “You Abuelo gave Cami his own birthday present last night.” 


Dolores stared at her in mute shock at the words, but moved forward when her mama 
gestured for her to. 


It took a very long moment of staring before she processed what she was looking at. 
That was Camilo. Her hermano. Her sweet hermanito. 
And he was a toddler. 


He was still fast asleep, clinging to both his stuffed toy and their mamá 5 nightdress, snuggled 
as close as he could get to her. 


She couldn't look away from him as she slowly sat on the bed. 
"How?" She whispered, reaching out with a shaking hand to lightly brush over his curls. 


"Magic," her mama huffed out a laugh. "The candle was brighter than usual last night when 
Casita woke us up." 


She fell silent as Camilo stirred, face scrunching up before his eyes blinked open. Dolores let 
out a quiet squeak, noticing the slight differences in his appearance now. The sound caught 
his attention though and he rubbed sleepily at his eyes as he looked at her. 


"Lores," he mumbled, one hand reaching out in her direction. 


She couldn't help it and her mamá pouted when she scooped her hermano up into her arms to 
cuddle him. 


He squeaked in surprise before giggling, little arms reaching around her neck to return the 
hug. 


"Hola Cami," she greeted softly, smiling at the toddler. "Mi hermanito." 
He nuzzled against her neck with a happy hum. 


Dolores scooted over to lean against her mamá so that she could fuss over Camilo too and not 
pout. He yawned again and rubbed at his eyes again, looking around. 


“Papi?” he asked. 
“He's in the bathroom baby,” mama told him gently. “He’ll be out soon.” 
Camilo accepted that answer and cuddled closer to Dolores. 


By the time her papa came out, Dolores was curled close to her mama as both of them 
watched Camilo chatter with warm expressions. 


The lack of hesitation as he spoke made them all smile. It was good to see him talking so 
freely. 


They both complained as her papá swept Camilo up to tickle him, getting giggling and 
flailing arms in response. He plopped the toddler back by them before they could pout too 
long though. 


"I'm going to let everyone know," he said quietly as Camilo latched back onto his plushie and 
scrambled into their mama's lap, still smiling and giggling softly. 


Mama nodded at him as she smoothed Camilo’s hair down. “We’ll be down in about half an 
hour,” she told him. 


He kissed her cheek and dropped another kiss into Dolores’ hair before ruffling Camilo’s 
curls and leaving. 


“They’re going to freak out,” Dolores murmured. 


“Oh definitely,” her mama agreed. “Which is why your papá is dealing with it. Want to help 
me get Cami ready?” 


Dolores nodded eagerly and hurried off to get the right hair products and some clothes. 


Ten minutes later, they were both just glad that Camilo was easier to get ready than Antonio 
who usually fought them every step of the way. Camilo still enjoyed it when they worked 
with his hair so he was pretty calm for the most part. 


He mostly pulled a face at the idea of a bath in general but he was still very much a mamá 5 
boy. So he didn’t cause much trouble beyond some whining. Dolores had an amused feeling 
that her papá wouldn’t be so lucky when it was his turn to get Camilo ready. 


Soon enough, he’d been cleaned up and dressed in some clothes they’d borrowed from 
Antonio’s room. Papá had already gotten her other hermano ready and he was downstairs 


with the rest of the family. She wondered what he was going to think about being the older 
hermano now. 


“Ruana?” Camilo asked hopefully when they finished brushing his hair. 
Mama hesitated. “It’s a bit big, baby,” she pointed out gently. 


He pouted at her and she pressed a kiss to his cheek. “We’ll make you a new one that fits, 
okay? But you’ve got Lola with you today.” She nodded at the toy. 


He cuddled the plushie close and huffed, brow still wrinkled with a frown. 


“You'll grow into your ruana again Milo,” Dolores told him gently. “It’ll be waiting for you, 
okay?” 


“Still mine?” he asked tentatively and their mama nodded immediately. 
“No one’s taking it away mijo,” she promised. “It’s still yours.” 


He nodded after a moment and agreed to leave the ruana with a pout. They really did need to 
get him another. He loved that piece of clothing. 


Once they were ready, mamá swept Camilo up into her arms and peppered his face with 
kisses, drawing giggles and happy squeals from him. 


“Ready to see everyone?” she asked with a smile. 


He rested his head on her shoulder and nodded, little arms wrapped securely around his toy. 
That was probably going to go everywhere with him now and it was adorable. 


Dolores followed her mamá out of the room but paused to look up at the candle. 


It had been a huge shock to see her hermanito like this, but... when she was over the surprise, 
she found herself liking the idea more and more. 


Camilo deserved a good childhood and this way, they could actually give it to him. Give him 
years of safety and happiness. 


And they’d get to watch him grow up too. Go from a happy, giggly toddler to the teenager 
they’d already known and loved. Would this help with his trauma too? Help him recover 
from it? 


She hoped so. 


She smiled at the candle, feeling grateful for this unexpected birthday surprise. “Gracias 
Abuelo,” she whispered before following her mama and hermano. The candle flared a little 
brighter and she felt her last bit of worry disappear. 


This felt like the start of something new. And she had a feeling that she was going to like it. 
Camilo smiled at her over their mamás shoulder and she returned it brightly. 


As long as her hermano kept smiling, they’d be just fine. 


New Normal 


Chapter Notes 


Just a heads up, there might be some opportunities to influence what I write next in the 
next couple of weeks on the Facebook page if you're over there. I'll probably regret this 
later on lol, but we'll see how it goes. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Felix watched the rest of the family's reactions as Pepa and Dolores walked in with Camilo. 
While he’d already explained everything, seeing it was different and everyone had a very 
obvious reaction to seeing their sweet teenager suddenly appearing as a toddler. 


Luisa and Isabela looked stunned speechless while Mirabel was practically bouncing in her 
seat as she tried to get a good look at the toddler. 


Agustin looked near fainting already while Julieta stared blankly. 


Abuela, on the other hand, looked near tears. She’d been like that since Felix mentioned 
Pedro. He couldn’t imagine how she was feeling. 


After checking that no one was going to actually pass out from shock, Felix checked on 
Antonio who was watching them curiously. He wasn’t sure if the four-year-old really 
understood what was happening yet. 


He didn’t want Camilo to feel self-conscious about any of this though. He knew no one 
would do it on purpose, but his hijo was perceptive and Felix doubted that was different when 
he was younger. 


So he greeted them cheerfully and gestured for his wife and hija to come sit next to him. 
Pepa still looked like she was torn between joy and tears as she held Camilo tightly and 
Dolores was still quietly stunned, glancing at her hermanito over and over in mild disbelief. 


The moment they were seated, Antonio scrambled over, kicking Felix in the face in the 
process. 


What was new? 


He sighed in exasperation as he caught the wriggly toddler before he fell and readjusted him 
so that he could see Camilo who was looking at them now. 


Antonio cocked his head and the toddlers stared at each other for a moment. 


“Cami?” he asked, a little uncertain. 


Camilo hesitantly lifted a hand and waved a little. 


Apparently, that was enough for Antonio who launched himself at his hermano and forced 
Pepa to scramble to catch both of them while Camilo yelped. 


“Cami!” Antonio shouted happily, clinging to his now younger hermano in a tight hug. 
Camilo only grinned and hugged him back. 

Felix shook his head with a chuckle while Pepa watched them both fondly. 

At least Antonio would grow up with someone near his own age now. 


The house was going to be a lot livelier with two toddlers running around. 


Adjusting to Camilo being a three-year-old took a bit of time, but in the end they all loved 
what happened. 


He was a sweet little boy who loved making them smile, not much different from when he 
was a teenager. But it was how carefree he was that they loved the most. 


He wasn’t as hesitant or nervous anymore, reaching out and asking for the attention he 
wanted without anxiety. 


He was loud and playful and created a fair few messes with Antonio. 
They absolutely adored seeing him so free from the fear he’d carried before. 


There were still times that they were reminded of it. He still grew nervous when there were 
raised voices. And he was a little off on the days after he’d had a nightmare. They were rarer 
and more vague, but still present. And he still hated the smell of alcohol. 


But the fear was so much more fleeting than before. 


He was getting exactly what Pedro had told him. A second childhood. Another chance at a 
happy and carefree first few years. 


And the family was absolutely loving giving it to him. 


Mirabel grinned widely as the pair of toddlers shrieked with laughter. While it had been a bit 
weird in the beginning, and she’d missed having Cami as her best friend, she’d grown to love 
this change. She got to play with her primos and hear them laugh and that was more than 
enough for her. 


Camilo seemed so much lighter and less afraid now. And she still got to spend time with him. 
So she guessed it was all okay in the end. 


And Antonio was over the moon with happiness over it all. He was never far from Camilo 
now and they were practically attached at the hip. 


And it wasn’t like she’d lost her connection to Camilo either. He was still perfectly happy to 
spend time with her and she often heard him yelling her name whenever he spotted her. 


She laughed as she managed to catch Camilo and swept him up to tickle him, earning shrieks 
of laughter from the three-year-old. 


She was pretty sure that they were going to be just fine. 


Isabela and Luisa had offered to watch the bundles of never-ending energy for their Tio and 
Tia and Isabela had decided that kids were probably not for her. She’d resorted to using her 
plants to fetch the pair whenever they ran too far while Luisa was collapsed on the couch next 
to her. 


That wasn’t to say that the toddlers weren’t having fun. They were shrieking with delight and 
loving the game as the plants continually carried them back when they ran too far. 


And it wasn’t like Isabela didn’t enjoy spending time with her primos. 
Toddlers were just... a lot. 


“At least they’re having fun,” Luisa sighed in exhaustion. “How did Camilo do this all the 
time before?” 


“Never-ending energy,” Isabela joked as the pair were carried back. 
She had to smile as she listened to their laughter though. 
Camilo had been so much happier now. 


It was worth the exhaustion. 


Julieta smiled fondly at her youngest sobrino as he eagerly explored the new food they were 
introducing him to. Camilo had shown a love of food before that he’d clearly suppressed 
since it wasn’t as abundant in his life as it should have been. But now, after being turned into 
a toddler, that automatic reservation was gone and left a little boy enthusiastically trying 
whatever they put in front of him without a worry over ‘eating more than he deserved’. 


At the same time, he was also more willing to show when he didn’t like something and 
they’d sadly learned that Camilo had been eating things he didn’t particularly enjoy simply 
because he’d been conditioned into thinking that he didn’t have a choice. 


It made Julieta grateful for his childish honesty now as he pulled a face at the fish they 
offered him since he’d never once suggested that he didn’t enjoy seafood before. 


“You don’t like it sobrino?” Agustin asked. 


“Not nice,” the toddler pouted. “Arepa?” 


That got some snorts of amusement. Camilo absolutely adored Julieta’s arepas and would 
probably only eat them if he could get away with it. 


At least he liked food enough that he was generally happy with whatever was put in front of 
him. It was nice to know what he liked and didn’t like though. 


Alma looked down in surprise when a tiny body ran into her legs. 
“Abuela\” Camilo grinned up at her. 


His smiles were so much more carefree now and Alma couldn’t help but return the 
expression. She bent down and picked the boy up, brushing his hair back from his face. 


“Hola nieto,” she murmured, smiling as he cuddled into her hold. 


He was a lot more unashamedly tactile now and it made them all wonder how much he’d 
been craving it while still holding himself back before. 


“Story?” Camilo asked hopefully and she chuckled. She knew what he was asking for. 


Ever since she first told him about Pedro, he’d been fascinated by the man. He loved listening 
to the scattered stories of his Abuelo that she told and ever since he’d been turned into a 
toddler, he’d been more open to asking for them. 


Alma had been surprised to discover that talking about her late husband grew easier the more 
she spoke about him. She doubted that there would come a time that thinking about him 
didn’t hurt, but she thought the ache was worth the awe and delight the family showed when 
hearing about him. 


“Alright Cami,” she murmured, heading towards the sitting room. “How about I tell you 
about the time that your Abuelo fell in the town fountain?” 


Camilo’s wide smile was a joy to see. 


She hadn’t been surprised to discover what Pedro had done for their nieto. She’d known from 
the beginning that her husband would have welcomed the boy into their family with open 
arms. 


He’d done something amazing for the family though. Things weren’t the same as before. 


They were better. 


Dolores clapped her hands in delight as Camilo ran around the room, jumping up in front of 
the mirror to see his reflection. 


While Antonio fled at the suggestion of playing dress up, Camilo had jumped at the 
opportunity. It turned out that he liked wearing some makeup, although it was hard to get him 
to sit still for it. 


They’d had a lovely time together, Dolores delicately putting some simple makeup on her 
hermanito and doing his hair. Camilo had chattered at her happily the entire time and seemed 
more than happy with the end result. 


They’d have to invest in some makeup for him when he was older. She doubted that he’d 
grow out of his enjoyment of it over the years. 


“lores?” 

She looked down as Camilo tugged on her dress. 

“Can I have that?” he asked hopefully, pointing at her painted nails. 
Dolores smiled. “How about yellow?” 


Her hermanito beamed and she couldn’t help sweeping him up and hugging him. While she 
might miss having a sibling closer to her age, she adored seeing Camilo so happy and free. 


Life hadn’t been kind to him before they met him. It felt good to fix that. 


Pepa hummed softly as she swayed side to side with Camilo in her arms. He was asleep by 
now but she wanted to make sure. 


“How is he?” Felix asked softly from the doorway. 


She sighed. “The nightmare scared him, but he calmed down fairly quickly. It didn’t take him 
long to fall asleep again.” 


Felix walked closer and studied their hijo with pained eyes. 
“I wish the nightmares had gone too.” 


Pepa sighed again. “Me too. But I can see why papa didn’t take those memories. They still 
made Camilo who he was. It would be wrong to just erase them.” 


Felix nodded grudgingly in agreement. 

“It’s better than it was though,” she pointed out. “They’re a lot tamer than they used to be.” 
“Thankfully.” 

He leaned in to press a kiss to Camilo’s hair and then to her cheek. 


“One day the nightmares will be gone,” he murmured. “But until then, we’ll be here for him.” 


Pepa smiled softly. “Always.” 


They stayed up for a little longer before finally tucking the sleeping toddler back into bed. He 
automatically clutched Lola closer and snuggled into the blankets. 


“T’m glad papa gave him this chance,” Pepa whispered, staring down at him for a moment. 
“T’m glad we’ve got these extra years with him.” 


“Me too,” Felix agreed, wrapping an arm around her waist. “We get to watch him grow up.” 
She leaned into his hold, smiling softly. 

This felt like a gift to the entire family. Everyone loved the change, despite the few 
downsides. They all loved the happy little toddler and Antonio was delighted to have a 


playmate his age. 


They all enjoyed seeing Camilo so much more carefree, the fear from before distant and only 
surfacing rarely. 


Their baby was finally getting the childhood he deserved. What more could they possibly ask 
for? 


Their family was happy. And that was all they needed. 
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When they told the village what had happened, they didn’t really seem to know how to react 
to it. When they brought Camilo into town for the first time as a toddler, they still didn’t 
know how to react. 


Even Arlo and Felix’s friends were gobsmacked by the tiny little boy who seemed delighted 
to see them. He won them over very quickly and all of them were wrapped around his little 
finger after less than ten minutes. 


The rest of the village was a lot more uncertain and dumbfounded though and didn’t adapt 
well. They often stared when Camilo was in town and faltered whenever they were reminded 
that the teenager most of them had taken advantage of was now a toddler and younger than 
most niños in the village. 


Even a year later, they still didn’t know what to do with this situation. 


The family had headed down to the village, trying to have a relaxing day despite the village’s 
constant remarks on how Antonio’s Gift Ceremony would go. 


The now five-year-old was only growing more anxious as the villagers talked about it 
everywhere they went. Camilo, who was following him and holding his hand, was getting 
progressively more annoyed. 


When he started shushing villagers, the family thought it was the cutest thing. Every time 
someone started to mention the party and Gift Ceremony, Camilo insistently shushed them 
which surprised them enough that they did shut up. Then the four-year-old marched off, 
pulling Antonio with him. Antonio thought it was hilarious, giggling and laughing whenever 
it happened and looking a lot lighter now. 


As a toddler, Camilo really didn’t care what the villagers thought about anything. It had been 
a brilliant year just watching him thrive with a confidence he didn’t have before. 


Even when faced with the topic of his adoption, he didn’t falter. 


One of the niños had asked him about his Gift Ceremony next year and a ‘well-meaning’ 
villager had interrupted to say that he wouldn’t have one since he was adopted. Camilo hadn’t 
been bothered while Antonio and Mirabel had shot the man heated glares for the comment. 


“I don’t need magic,” he declared. “Cause my family chose me and they’re the best family 
ever. That’s better than magic.” 


Pepa had a ‘talk’ with that villager after Dolores told her about the conversation and he 
wisely didn’t show up for the party. 


Mirabel walked Antonio up to his new door and they all watched with wide smiles as he got 
his Gift, Camilo claiming that he knew it would have to do with animals. 


Their family photo was one of the best they’d ever taken and Pepa promised to frame one for 
Camilo’s room. He absolutely loved photos with his family. 


They did catch him sometimes looking oddly at the ones that showed him before his de-aging 
but they left them up. They knew that he was aware of what happened, but he generally 
didn’t bring it up and just enjoyed his life, so they didn’t mention it either. 


The party was derailed briefly when Mirabel ran in talking about cracks in Casita and Abuela 
took her aside to calm her down and get the full story. Camilo was concerned but quickly 
distracted by Antonio and Parce. The pair did practically everything together so they were 
attached at the hip the entire party. 


Things started going downhill the next day as Isabela’s engagement dinner drew closer. 
Camilo had been agitated so Pepa had taken him to try and calm him down and find out what 
was wrong. 


“Mi sol, you barely ate during breakfast,” Pepa murmured, holding her youngest close as she 
walked around his room and picked up some of the mess that had spread around. “Is 
something wrong?” 


“Mira’s upset,” he mumbled into her dress. “Cause of the cracks. Abuela too.” 


“They're worried,” she admitted with a sigh, sitting down on his bed and picking up Lola for 
him to hold. He latched onto the toy quickly. “But it’s nothing you need to worry about,” she 
told him, tapping his nose lightly. 


He didn’t seem convinced though. 
“Antonio is nervous,” he said. “Cause of the village.” 


Sometimes she really wished he wasn’t as perceptive as he was. He picked up a lot that a 
four-year-old usually wouldn’t. It was probably because of the extra years he’d lived before 
being turned into a toddler. 


“He is. And we’re trying to help with that. The village isn’t allowed to try and make him 
work,” she explained. “You and Antonio just need to focus on playing and having fun, 
alright?” 


He nodded but still looked upset about something. 


“Cami? Is there something else?” 


She wondered if it might have to do with his biological parents. They’d been released from 
prison today and she and Felix had warned him beforehand, but he hadn’t really had much of 
a reaction to it. 


“Dolores is sad,” he finally sighed. 

“Why do you say that baby?” 

Sad hazel-green eyes looked up at her. 

“Cause she’s in love with Mariano but he’s marrying Isa.” 
Pepa’s world screeched to a halt. 

“What?” 


He cocked his head. “Dolores loves Mariano. So she’s really sad now that he’s gonna marry 
Isa.” 


She stared down at Camilo as she rapidly went over Dolores’ recent behaviour. 
Well fuck... 


“Hey baby, how about you go play with Antonio hmm? Mamá is going to see what she can 
do about that okay?” 


He agreed easily enough and Pepa made sure that the pair were set up with Casita and Parce 
to watch over them. 


Then she hunted down her hija who was already trying to avoid her since she no doubt heard 
Camilo’s conversation with her. 


Honestly, Dolores never stood a chance. And she dragged her oldest back to her room for a 
long and emotional talk that was long overdue apparently. 


It didn’t fix anything. Isabela was still marrying Mariano and none of them were willing to 
break up what looked like a happy relationship. But Dolores needed to get all that emotion 
out, to cry when she’d been forcing herself to be okay for far too long. 


Pepa held her hija close as she sobbed and wished that she could make this better. 
She thought that was the worst thing that would happen that day. 


But then the prophecy tablet made an appearance during dinner along with the cracks. 
Mirabel ran and the house collapsed as the magic went out. 


They were lost and they didn't know what to do as they stood in the rubble together. 


She did get her hermano back though. So at least one good thing happened. 
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“You’ve got pretty eyes like mami.” 

“Um-” 

“How many rats do you have in your ruana?” 
“Uh.” 


“T’ve got a ruana too! Mine’s yellow, see? It’s fun to spin in. I’ve got another one for when I 
grow up. I had that one before." 


“Er-” 


“Mira said you were in the walls. Is it nice in the walls? Wouldn’t it be dark? I don’t like the 
dark.” 


“Well-” 
“I’m hungry.” 


Pepa bit her lip to stop herself from laughing as Camilo bombarded Bruno with questions and 
random statements. Her poor hermano wasn’t prepared for the energetic little boy and 
watching him flounder as Camilo talked circles around him was funnier than it should have 
been. 


“Cami,” she chuckled as she scooped him up. “Go a little slower for your Tio, okay?” 
He squirmed around in her arms until he could throw his own around her neck. 

“But I don’t like slooooooooow,” he whined. “It’s booooooooring.” 

She chuckled again and pressed a kiss to the four-year-old’s cheek. 

“Your Tio needs a little bit of slow for a while, okay?” 


Pepa smirked at her hermano as she released her hijo on him again. Camilo wasn’t letting 
Bruno keep any kind of distance like he was trying with the others. 


He really stood no chance. 


Adjusting to no magic and no Casita had been difficult. It felt like their entire lives had been 
turned upside down. But they were still together, still family, so they were getting through it. 
And now they had their missing member back as well. She'd missed Bruno and was excited 
to have him home. She was also determined to be a better hermana this time. 


That started with protecting him from the villagers who were trying to blame him for Casita's 
collapse. 


And also encouraging her youngest to bombard him with affection and love. Camilo already 
adored Bruno. 


The family sat together in the church and watched Antonio and Camilo play with Mirabel. It 
was a familiar sight that made them all smile. 


Dolores broke the silence they were sitting in. 
"What if they try and hurt him?" she asked in a whisper. 
Pepa scowled. Dolores didn't need to be specific. They knew who she was talking about. 


Those two bastards who hurt Camilo were out of jail and wandering around the village 
again. 


"We won't let them," Felix tried to assure their hija, but she was too worried to listen. 
"But he's so little now. They could really hurt him if they get their hands on him." 


"Mija," Felix soothed. "We're not leaving Camilo alone for them to find. We won't let them 
touch him." 


Dolores bit her lip, still looking anxious. But Pepa and Felix had spoken about this before. 
They didn't want to see that fear in their little boy again so they were determined that Valeria 
and Ricardo would never lay a hand on Camilo again. 


Of course, the idiots tried anyway. 


Camilo had always loved affection so he had no problem with the family keeping him close. 
He soaked up the attention and was happy to stay in their arms. 


Pepa was walking through the quiet streets with Camilo chattering happily to her. She was 
going to fetch lunch for the family while everyone worked on the house. 


She knew something was wrong when Camilo went quiet. 


She glanced down at him before following his gaze behind her. Valeria and Ricardo stood 
there with sneers on their faces as they glared at her. 


Pepa shifted Camilo into one arm as she turned to face the pair. Her hijo was gripping her 
dress tightly and watching the couple with a familiar fear. 


Pepa hated it. 


"So it's true. The brat really is even more useless than before," Valeria mocked and Camilo 
curled closer to Pepa at the sound of her voice. 


"You don't talk about mi hijo like that," Pepa said sharply. 
Ricardo gave an ugly laugh as he approached her. Valeria smirked behind him. 
"And what are you going to do about it?" He sneered. "Your Gift is gone weather witch." 


Pepa raised an eyebrow. Stupid man. Camilo was shaking in her hold now and Pepa's anger 
was only increasing. 


"You're an idiot," Pepa snapped. She hardly needed her Gift to protect her niños. She never 
had. She had never been some helpless, delicate flower and they needed to remember that. 


She laid Ricardo out with one good punch, hearing his jaw crack. She'd been the triplet most 
likely to get into a fight when they were young and she was used to dealing with people 
bigger than her trying to intimidate her. 


She'd long since learned how to punch and she'd never forgotten. 


"I don't need my Gift to deal with you," she scoffed, shaking out her hand while Camilo 
stared with wide eyes. "You won't be touching mi hijo ever again." 


Ricardo was staring at her with wide, shocked eyes as Valeria stormed forward. 
"He's not your hijo," she spat. 


Pepa glared as the bitch came closer. "He is. And I'd love to see you try and take him from 
me." 


The moron actually tried. 


Pepa shifted back, pulling Camilo out of range of her grab. Then she drove her fist into the 
woman's stomach, making her double over with a gasp. 


"Don't you try and touch mi hijo," she snarled, shoving Valeria away from her. "You lost all 
rights as his parent when you hurt him. He is mine and that's not going to change no matter 
what you do." 


Valeria glared at her. "Why do you want the useless brat so much?" 


"He's mi hijo and I love him," she answered simply, reaching up to squeeze Camilo's shoulder 
in comfort. "I don't need another reason to want him." 


"We should have drowned the brat when he was born." 


Pepa had always had a short temper. But she'd never felt as much rage as she did in that 
moment when Camilo whimpered at the woman's words. 


"Dios mio..." she heard someone whisper in horror, vaguely realising that they'd drawn a 
crowd that was listening intently now. 


"If you come near Camilo again, J will end you," Pepa hissed at the monster masquerading as 
a mother. "That's a promise." 


Valeria seemed to finally realise how serious Pepa was being and paled, stumbling back a 
step. Ricardo hadn't said anything since she'd punched him. 


This wasn't an idle threat and everyone there knew it. Pepa wasn't the nice triplet. She never 
had been. And she was vicious when protecting those she loved. 


"Stay away from mi familia," she spat, green eyes burning with fury. 


She glared for a moment longer, making the pair cower away from her, before turning and 
stalking off. 


"It's okay," she whispered to the boy curled up in her arms. "It's okay. Mama won't let them 
hurt you again." 


Camilo rested his head against her shoulder and closed his eyes. 
"I know," he murmured. "Love you mami." 


"I love you too baby," she pressed a kiss to his hair. "So, so much. Forever and ever." 


Felix and Abuela went to confront the couple when Pepa returned and they heard the story, 
but the villagers had beat them to it for once. 


With the witnesses to the entire thing telling everyone, it wasn't long before the couple were 
dragged kicking and screaming back to jail. 


The villagers all agreed that they were too dangerous if they'd casually spoken about killing a 
baby. And they were clearly a threat to a toddler now. 


Diego took great delight in being one of the villagers to lock them behind bars again. He was 
only sad that he didn't get to punch one of them like Pepa got to. 


In the meantime, Pepa curled up with her niños in the church, smiling as Antonio distracted 
Camilo from his lingering fear. 


It wasn't long before her baby was smiling and laughing again. 


Pepa would be happy as long as her niños were. Things would be okay, magic or not. 
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Camilo stared out at the village from Casita’s roof. Everyone was in bed and he should be 
too. He just hadn’t been able to, head too filled with thoughts to fall asleep. Casita hadn’t 
minded letting him up here though so he was sure it was fine. 


It was his birthday in a matter of minutes. At midnight he’d be thirteen. 
Again. 


He knew that his family was a bit nervous about this birthday. He was thirteen when it all 
happened after all. When he got super sick, when he got adopted... when he was turned into a 
little kid again. 


Like his Abuelo had promised, Camilo had never really forgotten everything before turning 
three again. Those memories were just muted and distant. They were there, but not really 
important. 


As he’d grown older, those memories made more sense but they still weren’t more important 
than the new ones he was making with his family. 


That didn’t mean they weren’t important though. He remembered the reason he didn’t like 
being around people who drank. He knew why the smell of alcohol made him nauseous. He 
knew why some villagers still tried to get him to do odd jobs sometimes and why they always 
looked so put out when he said no. 


He remembered all those bad things that happened to him the first time around. 


But that meant he also remembered the good stuff. He remembered how his parents were so 
nice and caring even before they were his parents. He remembered Dolores keeping an eye 

on him and Isabela’s concerned questions. He remembered Tio Bruno helping him when he 
was really small and needed some hope. 


All those memories still made him warm. His family chose him after all. They wanted him in 
their family regardless of blood. 


And Abuelo and the magic hadn’t cared either. He still got a Gift that he loved. And that had 
certainly sent the village into a state of shock on his fifth birthday. They hadn’t been able to 
believe that someone adopted into the Madrigal family still got magic. 


But it happened. And he loved his Gift. It made it so much more fun to act out stories or play 
games. 


It made it more fun to play pranks too. 


He knew as he grew older this second time that he was different. He wasn’t scared in the 
village anymore. He always had a safe place to go to and a family that loved him. He talked 
more, was less anxious about what other people thought and was a lot more confident. 


He’d found that he loved acting and causing mischief. And he wasn’t sure if he would have 
enjoyed them the same way if he didn’t get a second childhood. 


Sometimes he wondered if he was the same boy from before after living such a different life. 


But the nightmares still came. He still had bad days when those memories were a little closer 
and he was a lot more quiet. He still tended to save up money rather than spending it. 


He had many new memories now to help band-aid over those old wounds. They still stung 
but most days Camilo didn’t even notice them anymore. 


He smiled to himself a little. His family wasn’t worried about him turning thirteen. They 
were worried about whether those memories would affect him more than before. They were 
worried about this hurting him. 


He wasn’t really worried about that. 


His family pushed away the bad days and old habits were so faded now that he barely 
thought of them. 


He had a great life. And a fantastic family. He was adopted but also a Madrigal in every way 
that mattered, and the ways that didn't. The village had never really noticed the changes after 
he got turned into a toddler anyway. They didn’t need to know that he was probably 
connected to his parents by blood now. It was more fun that way since some of them still got 
constipated expressions when he used his Gift in front of them. 


But also... it didn’t matter if he was blood-related or not. His family didn’t care. They loved 
him anyway. The biggest bonus to his change in appearance was not seeing his biological 
parents in the mirror anymore. By now he could barely remember what they looked like. 
When looking in the mirror he only saw the similarities to his parents and that always made 
him smile. 


He didn’t have any reason to be scared of turning thirteen. And he really wasn’t. He just 
felt... he wasn’t even sure how to describe it. 


Maybe it was because after today, he would have officially been with his new family longer 
than with his old one? Maybe it was because he understood his faded memories now that he 
was older again? 


Maybe he was just having a melancholy mood tonight. He didn’t know. But it didn’t really 
matter. When he got up in the morning, he’d still be with his family. They’d still make a fuss 


and he’d get his favourite food for breakfast. There’d be a party and his favourite cake and 
they’d dance until well into the morning. 


He knew that because that had always been his birthday party, even before being an ‘official’ 
part of the family. 


“Are you okay?” the soft voice behind him pulled Camilo’s attention away from the village 
to his hermana standing behind him. He knew she still felt the need to check on him at night 
but he never called her out on it. It helped her so he’d put up with it even as he was getting 
older. 


“Yeah,” he assured her. “Just... thinking.” 
“That’s the burning I smell.” 
He stuck his tongue out at her and she smiled as she ruffled his hair before sitting next to her. 


“Mariano will have an existential crisis if he wakes up without you there,” Camilo pointed 
out, but still let her pull him into her side in a half-hug. 


“He'll live,” Dolores rolled her eyes fondly at her overly sappy husband’s likely reaction. She 
loved it though, even if she wouldn’t admit that to Camilo. 


He snorted and looked back at the village. 

“Happy birthday Milo.” 

Camilo blinked in surprise, not even having noticed the time ticking over to midnight. 
“Huh, I’m thirteen,” he mused. 

She hummed in agreement. 

“Can I do your makeup in the morning?” she asked after a beat. 


“Sure,” he perked up at the mention. “Might have to steal some of yours though. I’m almost 
out of eyeshadow.” 


She pressed a kiss to his cheek before standing up, holding her hand out to him. 
“You'll be fine. Between Isa and I, we’ve restocked your supply.” 


That just made him excited as he took her hand. His prima and hermana were the ones who 
encouraged his like for makeup the most. And they had the best taste. 


“Can I see it now? It is my birthday,” he tried. 


“Nice try,” she said dryly, leading him back off the roof. “You’ll get it when you wake up in 
the morning.” 


“Spoilsport.” 


“Menace.” 


He grinned up at her as they stopped by his door and she sighed in exasperation. Her smile 
was fond though. 


“We found some coloured eyeliner,” she relented just a little to sate his curiosity. “But you’ll 
only see it if you get some decent sleep tonight.” 


She shook her head in amusement and pulled him in for a brief hug. 
“Happy birthday Milo,” she repeated softly and he returned the hug. 


The hugs were still his favourite part of his birthdays and probably always would be. He was 
sure that this birthday would be just as amazing as all the others. 


Camilo went to sleep not feeling any different to the moments before he turned thirteen and it 
eased some small anxiety in his heart. He dreamt of golden butterflies and a river and woke 
up to familiar voices and more hugs. 


The past could stay in the past. Even the vague, darker memories. His present was so much 
more important. 


He was home and that was all that mattered. 
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